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FIGARO IN LONDON. 


Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seenn—Lapy Montacus. 


‘* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 


often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”’—Croxer’s New Wuic Gurpe. 
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THE DEMON OF MONOPOLY. 
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The above is a fearful picture of the Demon of Monopoly, 
which is at length happily doomed to destruction by the power 
of the T’rades’ Unions. 'This monster has long been devouring 
the produce of exertion and industry, which have hitherto been 
powerless in its hateful clutch, but the late struggles of its 
former victims, the oppressed operatives, have undermined the 
foundations of its tyrannical influence. 

We are by no means advocates for a transfer of undue 
domination from the hands of the masters to those of the men, 
but it is quite evident that wnion among the latter is the only 
effectual means of counteracting the improper influence which 
the former have exercised for so long a period. 

The only danger is that the workmen should become tyrants 
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in their turn, which would be even a more objectionable course 
than their submission to the tyranny of others. We would warn 
them against this danger, and of the impropriety of allowing 
themselves to use with injastice the ascendancy they may ac- 
quire. 

We do not wish to enter further into the question of Trades’ 
Unions at this moment, but we heartily coincide in spirit with 
the caricaturist who has drawn a very powerful picture of the 
effects of well directed combination against the Monster of 
Monopoly. 
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THE INTERPRETER. 








A Clever Member. 


We certainly are undeviating advocates of liberality, and we 
decidedly regard a liberal member of parliament as a more use- 
ful personage than one who is illiberal, but with all our de- 
ference for integrity and independence in an M.P., we do not 
think that any one representative of the people in the House of 
Commons has it in his power to save from destruction the while 
of the community. However, M.P.s themselves are not all of 
the saine opinion, and Attwood of Birmingham, with delicious 
modesty, has been lamenting that he has not yet brought about 
universal happiness, as well as a perfect state of political ex- 
cellence. The following extract from his speech at a dinnes 
given him by his constituents, explains the grand extent of his 
views with reference to the country, and his awful failure is 
bringing them to a happy issue. The following is the pithy 
extract : 

‘¢ | have done my best for the country, but it has not been in my power 
to accomplish that which I fondly hoped and intended.” 

We regret that dttwood’s best has been ouly a fifth rate 
kind of excellence, and that his intentious in the country’s be- 
half have pot been so salubrious in the result as they appear 
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to have been sublime in conception. ‘ He has done his best,” 
he declares, but what the devil is it, now that it is done? With 
all due deference to Attwood, we think he has done nothing, 
and as that is his best, we should like to see some of his worst 


by way of novelty. 
4 Literary Savage. 

Gratitude for information is a very proper feeling for the 
editor of a literary paper, though it is not a feeling that would 
very often be in requisition by the editors of sundry periodicals. 
The Atheneum is very right to thank its correspondents for 
news, but we think there should be something like delicacy in 
chuckling at a piece of information which announces the depop- 
ulation of a whole state, or some equally melancholy calamity. 
These observations are suggested by the following paragraph 
in The Atheneum of last Saturday. It is headed Ravages of 
War, and proceeds as follows :— 

“ As illustrative of this subject, we find, in Le Sauveur, a Greek and 
French journal published at Nauplia, the melancholy statement, for 
which we return thanks, that whereas the district of Argabs and Corinth 
contained more than 600,000 inhabitants, its population is now reduced 
to 89,130.” 

Such are the sentiments of the editor of The Atheneum, who 
luxuriates in the fact, and is positively thankful for the intelli- 
gence that about four fifths of the inhabitants of Nauplia have 
been cut off by some awful visitation of providence. 

We do not know whether it would be possible to connect the 
editor of The Atheneum with the death of any of these wretched 
individuals ; for the honour of literature we should hope not, 
but the exultation looks suspicious at any rate. 


Blegant Enthusiasm. 

The Edinburgh dinner of last Monday was of course a speci- 
men of elegance, taking place, as it did, in the modern Athens, 
the very seat of all refinement, and given, as it was, in celebra- 
tion of so exquisite an aristocrat as old Grey, the Ex-Prime 
Minister. The Times report says— 

«Long before the appearance of the chairman, there arose 
an almost universal clatter of knives and forks, and a general 
demolition of the eatables was vigorously commenced, The 
rather indecent proceeding elicited some disapprobation. Hisses 
arose from different parts of the room, and one gentleman in 
particular, having ascended one of the tables, entreated the 
company to desist from mastication till the chairman had taken 
his place. But his appeal was fruitless; on went the work of 
demolition, and by the time the chair was taken, and the dinner 
regularly commenced, the eating was really over.” 

Now we have by no means a desire to smash the Brougham 
blow-out, or rather the Grey gourmandize, more than it actually 
deserves, but we cannot help denouncing the proceeding as 
beastly in the extreme, which led to the abrupt demolition of 
all the eatables, before the hour appointed for dinner time. 
The idea of a hungry set of patriots devouring the whole 
contents of the dishes before the chairman appeared, speaks 
volumes in favour of Scotch appetites at an awful expense 
to Scotch elegance. A gentleman leaping on to the table 
amid forks and platters, is also another symptom of the 
march of refinement in the modern Athens. The Grey 
guzzlers are, in plain words, a filthy set, and we only wonder 
that the ministers, who have been brought up as gentlemen, 
could sit down to table with such a gang of ill-mannered vaga- 
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by the public as one of the infant corps of 200 soldiers that 
astonished the world at the Fitzroy in The Frolics of th: 
Fairies. It is impossible for us to enlarge on so petite a sub- 
ject, but we cannot do less than record ou. praise of the ad- 
mirable precision with which the drum major or rather drurm 
minor went through the various evolutions entrusted to her 
execution, ‘Though somewhat late in the day, we present our 
readers with the above memento of at once one of the greatest 
and the least of living performers. We have no doubt that 
most of our readers saw and appreciated the diminutive originai. 
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BREVITIES. 
‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare 


4 revolving Light. 
Lord Brougham is said to be starring it in the North. He 
is decidedly not a fived star, for with reference to some of his 
old liberal opinions he has most materially come round. 


A Feeler. 

Lord Brougham is going about the country saying he feel 
deeply. If the public pocket be the locale to which he alludes. 
he has a feeling in that yuarter deep enough to all intents and 
purposes. 

Idle M.P.’s. 

The excited Vaux said at Aberdeen, the House of Commons 
was the idol of the people. We agree with him in thinking it 
is made up of the most idle of the people. 

4-tazx on the Peers. 

It is a principle, that what is useless and superfluous ought 
to be taxed. If this be true, how enormous ought to be the 
tax imposed upon every member of the peerage. _ 


The cenatre of Gravity. 

Brougham declares the House of Commons is the most grav: 
of all human assemblies. When we consider the magnetic 
power it exercises over the public purse, we think Brougham 
would be justified in calling it the very centre of gravity. 
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4 hard Hit. 

Lord Wynford, in one of his eloquent rigmaroles about 
loyalty to the King, once declared that his Majesty dwelt in 
his (Wynford’s) heart. We can have no objection to this, 
and indeed Wynford’s heart seems ‘just the thing for a royal 
residence, as palaces should always be made of stone. 

Rather Free. 

Several places in the North have been giving their freedoms 
to the Lord Chancellor. Their servility in parting with their 
Sreedom to a member of the government is perfectly natural, 

Fishing for a Joke. 

Among the advertisements of books in the daily papers, is an 
announcement of the publication of a volume called The Angler 
tn Wales. Our friend Gloucester, on seeing this, declared he 
always thought that angling for whales was quite a work of 
impossibility. 

& defence for Philpotts. 

Philpotts, whatever other faults he may possess, cannot be 
charged with having ever in his speeches uttered a twice-told 
tale, for he never says the same thing in two consecutive 
speeches. 
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THEATRICALS. 





It is not often we soar into the lofty regions of poesy, but the 
subject we are about to touch upon, is one that demands all the 
pomp of the Muse, to invest it with that high degree of dignity 
which is required by its intrinsic grandeur and originality. 
We shall put it into a dramatic form, in order to make it 
appropriate to the subject it has to deal with. The topic we 
are about to rhapsodise upon, is Bunn’s Dream, or The Vision 
of the Small Annuitant. The little lessee was disturbed in 
his sleep by a strong night-mare, produced by a careful over- 
night perusal of one of the announce bills put forth from the 
Victoria, by the new management. We will,‘however, give the 
dream in its terse poetical language, as delivered by Bunn to 
Bartley, who had just entered the manager’s apartment with 
the high-lows he had just cleaned, while Cooper, of Drury 
Lane, stood in attendance with the double patentee’s dirty 
Shaving water, 

SCENE. 


Bunn’s crib in Bloomsbury—a three pair back with a sloping 
roof. Window in flat, and old flannel waistcoat in broken 
pane of ditto. A dirty towel marked Polhill, Drury Lane 
Theatre! and the celebrated velvet breeches in the distance. 
Bunn discovered snoring. Cooper airing the velvets at an 
expiring rushlight. Bartley pocketing a piece of brown 
Windsor soap from the wash-hand-stand. 


Bunn (waking ).—What, ho! where am I, who the deuce 
Ah! Bartley, Cooper—pr’ythee how d’ye do. [are you, 
Bartley—Great master—you have been disturbed I fear, 

Some vision, perhaps, of salaries in arrear, 
Bunn—No, nothing of the sort, but Cooper, come, 
Get me my matutinal pint of rum. | Exit Cooper. 
Oh, Bartley, I have dreamt I saw a bill, 
Which doth my soul with sad forebodings fill, 
*Twas the Victoria, which the posters tell, 
Is half rebuilt. 
Bartley—By whom ? 
Bunn—By Carbanel. 
Bartley—Great heavens, I tremble. 
Bunn—yYes, but that’s not uear 
The worst of all the dangers that I fear. 
The curtain all of glass—will take the town, 
Ah, won’t that draw ? 
Bartley—Draw, aye! both up and down, 
And what is worse, great liege, 
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’T will bear inspection, 
For folks will like it better on, reflection. 
Bunn—Yes, overwhelming sure will be his gains. 
Who for the public takes such monstrous panes, 
Bartley—Cheer up! great chief, remember! we have still 
Hopes that our operas our house wil fill. 
Bunn—No! there we're smashed again; Paton and Braham 
Are to be there. 
Bartley—Oh! would that I could stay’em. 
Bunn—Or rather, Bartley, would that I could pay’em. 
Bartley—Who holds my office. 
Bunn—Thy office, villain ? pooh! 
No one; they’ve got no dirty work to do! 
Bartley—Well! but, great chief, from whose eighteshilling 
I lick the dust as if ‘twere morning dews, " 
Who’s the stage manager ? 
Bunn—Ah! now I see 
You mean the person you pretend to be. 
That office at the rival house is vested 
In—what’s his name ?—the man you so detested. 
Bartley—W hat? any one I hate rais’d into power ? 
Damned be the day and cursed be the hour ! 
Who is it # 
Bunn—Mitchell. 
Bartley—Oh! the blow’s a hard ’un. 
Is it he we swindled out of Covent Garden. 
Bunn—tThe very same. 
Bartley—Then open, hell, and swallow me! 
Let me go down! and oh! let Cooper follow me! 
| Bartley swoons. 
[Bunn walking solemnly up to the carcase of Bartley, and 
holding the rushlight in his eye, speaks the following 
soliloquy. | 
And art thou gone ? farewell! thou wretched pile 
That ever greeted me with fawning smile. 
Where shall I turn to find a flatterer now, 
With sycophantic speech and servile bow ? 
Oh! thou wer’t one of those who suited well] 
The place you filled ; you’re just the thing for hell. 
Enter Cooper with a bottle. 
Bunn—Ah ! Cooper! I am overjoyed you've come, 
My spirits have been sinking. Where’s the rum ? 
[ Cooper and Bunn sit down in solemn silence, and having 
got glorious over the rum, gradually sink down over- 
powered by its potency. | 


Scene closes with a pair of flats. 


Bunn and the dramatic authors are at loggerheads, the lessee 
requiring the right of playing the pieces produced at the winter 
houses for twenty-one miles round London. Whether he will 
succeed in the object of his demand we neither know nor care, 
but shall leave the parties to fight it out between themselves, 
as it is to us a matter of perfect indifference. Most of the res- 
pectable authors, such as Buckstone, Serle, and a few others 
we could name are wholly independent of Bunn and his binal 
property, but with reference to the scum of the society, whom 
we could also name, it can be a matter of no interest where 
their pieces are played, though, if we might suggest the spot, 
we would say the further from London the better for all who 
can distinguish between talent and fustian. While we are on 
the subject of these people, we may as well insert an epigram 
on a certain blood and blue fire dramatist, whose reputation for 
the horrible has placed him on a proud pinnacle of savage ce- 
lebrity : 
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His genius they say soars high, 

And the assertion’s wondrous right, 
It takes indeed no common fly, 

But goes completely out of sight! 
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Such is indeed the genius of more than one half of the pilfe- 
rers, adapters, translators, and dramatic defacers who constitute 
a majority of the authors’ society. We by no means wish to 
include some of the cleverer, among whom are Planche, Peake, 
C. Dance, Serle, Jerrold, Buckstone, and a few others, but it 
is notorious that there are some among the conclave whose 
names are ridiculously contrasted with those we have mentioned. 

| It is, we believe, the intention of the various theatrical man- 
agements in the metropolis to dramatize the Scriptures in the 
ensuing season, and an opera called The New Testament, or the 
Four Evangelists, is to be one of the earliest novelties at 
Drury Lane Theatre. We cannot by any means approve of 
this proceeding, though there is at least novelty in the idea, 
and if Phillipps has played Moses, we do not exactly see why 
Matthew or Mark should not be given to Liston or Keeley. 
However, we must hope that the special interference of the 
licenser will save us from the horrible atrocity of this perpe- 
tration, and that George Colman the younger (the old boy of 
near ninety) may at last do something useful in his capacity of 
dramatic censor of the nineteenth century. 

Yates intends opening with The Temptation of Saint An- 
thony at the Adelphi, though, if we remember rightly, the piece 
was refused a licence as a Jallet some time since at the King’s 
Theatre, where Faust was produced as a substitute. [fa thing 
be too impious for the fashionable folks it must be bad indeed, 
since 

That at the Opera’s but a gorgeous piece 

Which, at a Minor were flat blasphemy. 
If it were expected that the Opera-goers would have been 
shocked at the impiety of La Tentation, we are quite sure the 
Adelphi people are more in the pious line, and therefore it is in 
our opinion a formidable experiment to try them with a double 
distilled dose of downright blasphemy. They have, however, 
been for a long time under a quiet and gradually increasing 
course of diablerie, so that the mixture will hardly come upon 
them with that precipitancy that in other cases might have been 
inflicted. 

A great deal of chopping and changing has been going on at 
the English Opera with respect to the part of Hela in The 
Mountain Sylph, wherein Mr. Lennox was to have made his 
debut, but which ultimately fell to the lot of Mr, J. Bland, 
who, to do him justice, flared up most vehemently in the cha- 
racter. We know not what may have been the cause of this 
singular ebullition on the part of our noted friend (the quon- 
dam hero of the hat and feathers), but he certainly has rather 
taken us by surprise in his performance of the character. We 
have more than once allowed he can sing, but we have more 
often insisted that he cannot act, at least that his acting par- 
takes essentially of the Shegog and Mears style of simplicity 
aud sentiment. With our accustomed sincerity we always do 
justice to merit however humble, and we therefore feel pleasure 
in making a critical salaam to J. Bland for his vocal effort in 
the part alluded to. The return of Phillipps to his old part 
will, however, of course, be the means of enhancing the treat 
afforded by the opera, and our friend Bland must content him- 
self with the less ambitious opportunities afforded him at Ma- 
dame Vestris’s, whither he is transferred as the stock Adonis 
of the establishment. Madame opens in about a week; her 
company remains much the same as before, with the addition of 
some three or four more pairs of legs, which we presume will 
be found as attractive as these things have been hitherto. 

We understand the Victoria arrangements, notwithstanding 
their extent, will enable Mr. Glossop to fulfil his promise of 
opening on the 29th instant ; the operatic corps will be enhanced 
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by the addition of Miss E. Paton, who is engaged for a new 
opera, which is even now in preparation, Mrs. Waylett is, we 
understand, also likely to become a member of the company, 
and an Irish Roscius is spoken of as likely to electrify the 
town, in William Tell, Virginius, and other leading tragic 
characters. 

We have received a letter commenting severely on the re- 
bellious principles of our protegé Tett, whom we should be 
sorry indeed to denounce as the traitor supernumerary. It 
seems he talks sedition seated by the side of an old piano-forte 
in the English Opera House, and that one Mrs. Walsh (eke a 
chorus singer) is the co-radical who talks theatrical treason in 
the theatre alluded to. We should be very sorry to smash Tett 
to atoms, or doom Mrs. Walsh to everlasting damnation, but 
the political couple are hereby informed we have our eye upon 
them. We should be very reluctant to quell Tett in toto, but 
we warn him against aspiring to the dangerous rank of Ma- 
saniello of the English Opera Honse. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


We are glad An Enemy to Humbug approves of our substituting Cruik- 
shank’s caricatures for those of Scymour. We cannot however admit 
his eulogy on ourselves and Cruikshank, because it involves a smash for 
poor Seymour which we think our ex-caricaturist does not merit. 

We have received a ticket for a set-out of some kind in Great Queen 
Street. If we can find time we shall attend as the party seems to desire 
it. 

Mr. E. Davis is uncommonly kind to write us a letter of advice, but 
advice is an article we arc not in the habit of taking from people whom 
we have not the pleasure of knowing. 

Sgymovur’s Insanitry.—We have received several letters with the 
above fearful heading, but we sec no direct proof of our ex-artist being 
in the state alluded to. One correspondent calls our attention to Sey- 
mour’s bad spelling, where he says he “ Infermes the public that he has 
no conerion” with such and such matters. Now we see no proof of in- 
sanity in Seymour's bad spelling, because our worthy ex-caricaturist 
was always remarkable for a high disdain of the very common-place art 
of orthography, and has always treated our bumble friend Mavor with a 
contempt as picturcsque as it is sensible. We really wish people would 
not run him down so in their leiters to us. As we exalled him, so can we 
sufficiently debase him when we feel disposed, but we think be is at 
present humbled sufficiently. 

The Trade may be supplied with all the Almanacks for 1835 by W. 
Strange, among others are The London Almanack in a neat wrapper, 
price 2d,; Moore’s Pockct Almanack and Royal Prophetic Almanack, 
price ld, each. These are very neatly printed, and deserve encourage- 
ment. 
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GRAVESEND STAR STEAM PACEDTS, 
COMET, MERCURY, STAR, MEDWAY, 


HE FASTEST, MOST COMMODIOUS AND ELE- 


GANTLY FITTED of any on the River Station, leave puUNCTUALLY 


MORNING at half past 8 
LONDON BRIDGE ; Nitto half past 9 


AFTERNOON half past 3 and half-past 4 

om i ee 7 and half-past 8 
GRAVESEND ; AFTERNOON half-past 4 and half-past 5 

Sunday Morning only, from London at half-past 7, 8 and half-past 9 
Monday Morning, from Gravesend, instead \ half-nest 6 

of 7, the Commercial Packet leaves at er? ‘ 


Fares :—Fore Cabin, ls. Chief ditto, ls. 6d. Sundays, 1s. 6d. each. 


ss FINEST BEAVER HATS, 2ls. 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 4d. Bi 
SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. . 
The above are manufactured of the most choice materials, and finished & 
in the highest style of fashion—they never spot with rain, nor lose their 
Edinburgh, 6, St. Andrew Street. ii 
Dublin.... 3, Sackville Street. 


shape. ; 
FRANKS AND CO., 
N.6.—Franks and Co. are the only Manufacturers who really supply blic 
the Wholesale Price. . y Oapyy Ge Public at 
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Sole Patentees and Manufacturers, 
i 140, Regent Street, West. 
sondes ' 62, Redcross Street, City. 
Paris.... 97, Rue Richelieu. 
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